MIDWIFERY
he would fish himself up a bottle or two out of his
turn. He was such a politician and such a poly-
lallist that he nearly straggled into John Redmond's
party, and he might now be representing the fens of
Leitrim with distinction in Westminster only that he
once was unparliamentary, he put things plainly. This
the Press called blaspheming. He told the truth.
It was at a try-out and they put him up to speak to
a lot of " the backbones of our country" at Drum-
shambo, when he says, " There's one thing certain,
that whatever comes out of it it's ye that'll get nothing.
When did the poor man ever get anything out of a
lot of politicians ? And if ye elect one of yourselves
to power, you'll only make him and yourselves worse:
for ye'll be jealous and he'll get a swelled head. That's
how it goes," said Lame Murta. So, after a reprimand
from Joe Devlin, who warned him against saying any-
thing clear and definite when serving the country, he
developed a great voice and a good complicated style.
He had been speaking for some hours from the top
shelf when a lull comes in the conversation, and if
we heard him it was not our fault.
" On one fact you may rest assured," said Lame
Murta. " The day is not far distant when the Green
Flag shall be seen. That day is not far distant"
" Begob, it's not 1" the Citizen shouts. "Here's
the dawn."
"The sunburst of Erin," Lame Murta went on,
and all that kind of a thing. It's hard to remember
three hours* oratory, and your mind would be good
for nothing if you did.
Vincent got in a nasty one on Medlicott, who was
on duty, when he said that his mind was more on the
Labour Ward where a tram-man's wife was to be
conducted than on Murta's cheap oratory. Now
Medlicott is a very decent chap, but he is too easily